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pasture, while I was left, with murder in my heart, beating about
for some scheme by which I might pay him back if only Athene
would grant me my prayer. The best plan I could think of was
this. Lying by the pen, the Cyclops had a huge staff of green
olive-wood, which he had cut to carry in his hand when it was
seasoned. To us it looked more like the mast of some black ship
of twenty oars, a broad-bottomed freighter such as they use for
long sea voyages. That was the impression which its length and
thickness made on us. On this piece of timber I set to work and
cut off a fathom's length, which I handed over to my men and
told them to smooth down. When they had dressed it, I took a
hand and sharpened it to a point. Then I poked it into the blaz-
ing fire to make it hard, and finally I laid it carefully by, hiding
it under the dung, of which there were heaps scattered in pro-
fusion throughout the cave. I then told my company to cast lots
among themselves for the dangerous task of helping me to lift
the pole and twist it in the Cyclops9 eye when he was sound
asleep. The lot fell on the very men that I myself should have
chosen, four of them, so that counting myself we made a party
of five.
'Evening came, and with it the Cyclops, shepherding his
woolly sheep, every one of which he herded into the broad part
of the cave, leaving none out in the walled yard, either because
he suspected something or because a god had warned him. He
raised the great doorstone, set it in its place, and then sat down to
milk his ewes and bleating goats, which he did in an orderly
way, giving each mother its young one in due course. When this
business was over and his work finished, he once more seized
upon two of us and prepared his supper. Then came my chance.
With an ivy-wood bowl of my dark wine in my hands, I went
up to him and said: "Here, Cyclops, have some wine to wash
down that meal of human flesh, and find out for yourself what
kind of vintage was stored away in our ship's hold. I brought
it for you by way of an offering in the hope that you would be
charitable and help me on my homeward way. But your sav-
agery is more than we can bear. Cruel monster, how can you

